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THE 


. 


Occaſioned by a late Dxcisron. 


lh this then the event to which are brought 


The hopes I from my earlieſt youth was taught? 


Which planted in my breaſt were cheriſh'd there 


By thoſe whom duty led me to revere ? 

Am 1 declar d that abject thing of ſhame, 
Without a parentage, without a name? 

Am 1 pronounc 'd, what moſt my ſoul diſdains, 
What, ev 'n to free myſelf from ſlavry's chains, 
I'd ſcorn, (ſo mean a remedy t embrace) 


A vile intruder in another' s place? 


* . —— . OBO RIC) Ty aifis he ts. ne trove 2, — ere I, — — * 


I am 


EN 2 


The riſing morn beheld me great, ; 


I am 


With numerous vaſlals, and a-wide eſtate, , 


At noon my doom is ratify'd, and known, 


Nor one poor field can * * call his own. 


"Ts not the loſs of riches I regret, 

No, witneſs conſcious Heav'n, I ne'er had ſet 
My mind on theſe; but that I now muſt lee, 
And only give a tear to miſery 3 

Muſt for neglected merit only feel : 
This I regret indeed, and while this veil 

Of fleſh ſhall laſt, forever muſt lament, 
And bend beneath this heavieſt puniſhment. 


Hap L not better in life's humbleſt ſphere 
Been ſet? though loſt to all I now hold dear, 
The fine ſenſations ; haply by my fide, 
Content had walk'd, labour my wants ſupply'd, 
The wants. of nature; till departed light 
I ſhould have toil'd, then. paſs'd the grateful night, 
Stretch'd on my lowly pallat, in repoſe, 


Which only the induſtrious labourer knows. 


How 


SE 
How chearful then had roll'd away my days, 


Beneath the note of cenſure, or of praiſe ! 
Bleſs'd with an honeſt partner of my bed, 

A train of infants like their father bred, 
With minds proportion'd to their deſtin'd. lot,, 
Alive, ſcarce known ; and dead, how ſoon forgot ! 
An, would I (tis indeed my real deſire) 

Had been the ſon of him they call my fire ! 
With him had trod life's loweſt meaneſt way, 
Far from the vain, the wealthy, and the gay, 
Liv'd as he liv'd, and when with age oppreſs'd,. 
Conſol'd each trouble of his aking breaſt, : 
Suſtain'd him by my hands with filial care, 

And paid that duty, which I hop'd to ſhare! 


THEN would not my adventurous. mind have flown 
Beyond the path preſcrib'd ; I had not known 
This ſwelling of the ſoul, this conſcious pride, 
To innate worth and nobleneſs allied: 

Which urges on to deeds of great emprize. 


1 ſhould not then have plac'd before my eyes 


A race 


T RF 

A race of heroes, whoſe untainted fame 

Not envy's canker'd tongue can dare to blame; 
I ſhould not to myſelf have ſaid, Purſue 

Their bright examples, ever keep in view, 

Ever reflect upon their high renown, 

Till thou haſt made each generous act thy own, 
Cloſe in thy thinking breaſt their virtues Dear, 


Nor foil one pure idea riſing there. 


I $HOULD not then have rear'd my youthful head 
Above my birth learning would ne'er have ſpread 
To me her claſſic page, her roſy bow'rs 
I ne er had ſeen, ne'er pluck d her ſacred flow'rs, | 

Ne er ſeen the godlike forms which round her ſtand; 
No poliſh'd thought had led me by the hand 
Oer life's rough paths; I had not caught the *. 
The ares ſenſibilities beſtow; _ 
The nicer guſt of j Joy, the fiercer ſting 
When overſhadow'd by afffiction's wing; 
The liberal warmth, the comprehenſive mind, 


' Which, to the narrow look of int'reſt blind, 


Opens 


Opens unbounded, and, with large embrace, 
Takes in, like Heaven, the univerſal race. 


THEN not beyond my education brave, 
I ſhould perhaps have Dvd a willing flave, | 
Have ſhook my chains, infpir'd with inward peace 
By bounteous ignorance, that kind diſeaſe, 


THEN ne'er, O BRITAIN, on thy happy plains, 

Where liberty exulting while ſhe reigns, 

Eyes each bold ſon, and reads within his breaft 
The ardent characters herſelf impreſs d, 

The deep-engrafted ſenſe of generous ame 
Quick riſing 1 in a blaze at freedom s name: 

Ne'er on thy happy plains ſhould I have ſtray d; 
While even yet in childhood's dreſs array * 
I op'd with eagerneſs my lining car, 


— 


Each paſſionate hiſtoric truth to hear 
Of prieſts, of heroes, bleeding in the cauſe 


Of ſcorn'd religion and expiring laws, 


The papal, and the home- born tyrant's might, 
Reſiſted to the death, till antient right 
B 


|| dn > — 

| * 1 — 5 * * * t. x. oy Wn.” * , 
I F 8 * — vi IS, 1 v * * 9 Ws... WT, x BR: bet * . N 
>. ' — nn 


* W * 2 
2 ba 4 * K q * 7 
bd. . * N n he's, Oc ne ; W 
R ORE X — 


133 


At length prevail'd, and, ſpight of all their foes, 


Fair equity and beauteous order roſe. 


0 PARTIAL fate! and was I iSd on lien 


Only to ſink in deeper infamy ! 

Yet ſay, what infamy | Excurſive thought 
Stand ſtill a moment, and by reaſon taught 
Judge rightly, with ſtrict eye thyſelf ſurvey, 


Where are the crimes which infamy betray ? 


| 17 cordially another's good to ſhare, 
If at another s ill to drop the tear 


Which pity ſheds, and give th' unfeigned ſigh 3 . 


If to view riches with a ſcornful eye ED x 


But as the hand-maids to benevolence ; 


If to encourage in my ſoul the ſenſe 


Of generolity, and public love; 


———— aetatns 


If to aſpire | in active life to prove 
The private ſentiment, deſerve that name, 


Let the world ſtamp on me the mark of ſhame. 


O BOASTED reaſon, een thy plauſive ſtrain 


Whiſp'ring ſoft cloquence, is ſpent in vain : 


Tho' 


Lis ] 
Tho' to the few whoſe minds are ſway'd by thee, ' 
Tho' to myſelf I ſtand approv'd and free, 
Tho' I have metited no mortal's hate, 
And cen my adverſaries weep my fate; 
Vet this is not enough; I feel, I feel 
A wound, not Cen ſelf-conſciouſneſs can heal 
-but what of theſe : 


Snatch'd from me by the laws ſevere decrees, 


My parents mem'ries ſtain'd 


No father me begot, no mother bore, 


I came alone upon life's deſart ſhore. 


Tov dear maternal name, why didft thou fave 
My infant form from an untimely grave! oy 
Why cruelly a barb rous kindneſs ſhow, 
Which none but a fond mother's foul could know 
Round me thy arms maliciouſly entwine, 
As if thy own exiſtence clenv'd to mine? 

Ah! could thy heart but have ſuſpected, while 
| Stretch'd on thy knee, I gave thee ſmile for ſmile; 
While yet not viſited by reaſon's ray, 
A thouſand things to thee 1 ſeem' d to ſay ; 
| Could'ſt thou have thought (while warm affection- s tear 
Deſcended on the babe thou held'ſt ſo dear) 
| That 


a 8'8 


That ſuch as mine, hs lot would have been giv" n, 

Thou would'ſt not have preferr'd the pray'r to- Heavm 
Ardent with love, to guard his helpleſs days, 

And through the dangerous paths of childhood raiſe 
To manhood': s prime, life's evils to aſſuage, 

And _ him W verge of W 205 
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AND would that he e bal ged. TORY en, 85 
Or long before that Fouth-approach* d . „„ 
Rather than liv d, the time ala i; 
When the baſe envious tongue of obloquy 
Blaſphemes thy name, and taints that Rock in thee; 
Which he would bleed from obloquy to free. 

YE hopes, vain hopes, how idly. bade ye riſe 
Fictitious ſcenes before my youthful eyes! . 
; How temptingly my novel preſence greet ! 

And lead aſtray my unſuſpecting feet! 
By you impos'd upon, beguird by. you, 
Looking in my own breaſt, from thence I drew 


My ſentiments of men: how fair your wiles ! 1 


| How winning ſweet your gay deluſive ſmiles ! * 


E 


But Diſappointment lurks beneath unknown, 


And withers every bud ere fully blown. 


HENCE fond Credulity——now be my breaſt 
By ſlow beliefggmiſtruſt, and doubt poſſe(s'd : 
Of every principle be this the firſt, 

From this bad world {till to expect the worſt. 


Bur ſtay, I ſee of Peers a glorious band, 
The boaſt, the bulwark of the Britiſh land, 
With them dwells Truth, and Rectitude of mind, 
And Honour's holy flame, and Worth refin'd ; 
Before them Juſtice, with impartial hand, FE 
And eye depriv'd of motion, takes her ſtand : 
And Candour darts around her virgin rays, 
And Virtue her celeſtial form diſplays. 
The injur'd there ſhall not unheard complain, 


Nor perſecuted orphans plead in vain. 


Conz then my ſecond mother, wipe the S 
Of ſorrow, and the ſtreaming moiſture dry 
But if (tho' far, far otherwiſe I rate) 
Thence too I'm doom'd to meet the ſtroke of fate, 
Q A fate 


Tl ſtrive to learn that leſſon.— to reſign: 


. rr r. nne 


n ] 


A fate which ſo peculiarly is mine, 


Ke 


\ 


To feel, ſeverely feel the righteous will 
Of Heay'n, yet bear with. humble patience il. 


But, 0 farewell, howe er below d in in 


Lou Il ſtrive my haſtening footſteps to. . ” 


In vain you'll call me ſon, that tender name L 


* 8 


Though not a deed un worth of his fame, 


His maiden fame; nothing to ſpeak him baſe, 


Degenerate, and unworthy of his race, 


That ſon thall do——at leaſt he ſhall appear 


In ad:on worthy to be ** heir. 


THEN too farewell thou land of arts and arms,. 


Of liberty and law, thy various charms 5 
Farewell ! to ſome far-diſtant region born, 


A wretched fugitive, outcaſt, forlorn, 


By Virtue only piloted, Il go. 
Yet ſhall I backward caſt the look of Woe; 


Sometimes the ſigh ſhall from my boſom riſe, 


Sometimes the wiſtful tear ſhall fill my eyes, 


And with whate'er ſociety, where- e er 


My body ſhall remain, my heart be here. 
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